laboured hard to persuade him, moved no less by friendship than by
anxiety to retain in the Imperial ranks a captain of such proven worth.
And he even employed among his arguments the great career which
lay before Prospero in these ranks, the heights to which he might rise
in the service of an Emperor already so prepossessed in his favour.
Here was something of incalculable wortfc that Prospero would be
forfeiting in addition to all that the Dorias offered him, if be should
obstinately remain entrenched in his grievance.
So little, however, did Prospero show himself moved by the
Viceroy's efforts at persuasion that it was matter for astonishment as
startled as it was glad when on the following morning he announced
that a night's reflection had produced in him a yielding mood.
"I do not know when I heard better news/' the uplifted Viceroy
exclaimed. "Glad on every score, I am most glad for you: glad that
you have come to perceive how prejudice has blinded you."
"I did not say that I perceived that."
"But you must. Or else you would never have taken this wise
decision. Just as at last you must be persuaded of the good faith of
the Dorias. It required only reflection. The guarantee they supply
could hardly be stouter."
Prospero looked at him with a crooked smile. "You think so?
It has not occurred to you that the proposed marriage is to be a
guarantee not of their good faith, but of mine. I was slow to perceive
it myself."
The Prince of Orange's face was blank. "Oh, come! That is an
extreme view. At most, the guarantee is mutual."
But Prospero slowly shook his head. *'Nothing short of that
would assure them that they can trust me really to have sheathed the
sword."
The Prince was momentarily thoughtful. Then he shrugged.
"What then ? What matters is that sheathed it is."
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"judas adorno. that is what the men of your blood will henceforth
call you."
Thus his mother in Florence, a fortnight later, when he had told
her of the accord.
So as to visit her he had snatched a few days from the heavy
duties that would demand until the following spring his presence in
Naples. As Commander of the Neapolitan squadron, he assumed the
burden of its reorganization, entailing the building, equipping, arm-
ing and manning of galleys, all of which would require his constant
supervision. Not until it was done—or so he chose to decide—could
he leave the post of duty, and go to receive in Genoa the welcome
awaiting him, and the bride, this poor Iphigenia who was to be
immolated in the cause of Doria ambition.
In the meantime his mother was to be delivered from her Florentine
85

